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i he Mad- mans Morice; Or, 
A warning for young ten to have a care, 
How they in love intangled are: 
4 Wherein by experience ycu ſhall fied, 
6 His trouble and grief, w th diſcontent of mind; 
To a pleaſant neu Tune. 


— —— — - 
XX _REDSSRSS ae — 


Heard pou not lately of a man, When firff to me this chance befel, 


that went beſides his wits, about the market walkt 4 
And naked thꝛongh rhe ſtreets he ran. With capons feather in my cap, 


wꝛapt in his frantick flts⸗ and to my ſelf thus talkt J. 

My boneſt N2ighbours it is A; Did pau not ſec my love of late, 
heark how the people flout me, like Titan in her gloꝛp⸗ 

Dee where the mad man comes, they cry, Did you not know tz was mp mate, 
with all the boys about me. and Jmuſt wzite he ſfo2y, 


Into a Pond ffark naked J ran, With Pen of gold on ſilver leaf, 
and caſt away mp cloaths ltr, J will ſo much befriend her, 


Without the help of any man,. Foz why J am of that belief, 
made ſhift to get away fir : none can ſo well commend her. 
Ho v J got out, J have foꝛget. Saw pou not Angels in her eves, 
do not well remember. whilſt that che was a ſpeaking? 
Dr whether it mere cold oz hot, Smelt pou not [mells like Paradiſe, 
in ſune oꝛ in December. between to ubies bzeaking ; 
Lon B:dlams but a ſage to be, Is not her hair mo2e pure then gold, 


A tp2ak in ſober ſadneſs, , of fineſt ſpidcrs ſptaning ? 
Jo moꝛe ſtrange viſions do A lee, Methinks in her J do bchold, 
chen ze in all his mazneſs; my bers and wors beginning. 
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J? not a dimple in her cheek, 
each eye a Star that's ſtarting: 

Js not all graces inffald in her, 

each op all joys imparting, 
Pethinks A ſee her in a cloud, 

with graces round about her, 
To them J call and crp aloud, 

J cannot live without her. 


Then raging foward the sky J roar, 
thinking to catch ber hand, 
O then to Jove and cry, 
to let her by me ſfand: 
A look behind and there Jſaw, 
my ſhadow me beguile, 
J with ſhe were as neer ta me, 
which makes my wo:ſhip lmile, 


Mhere is no creature can compare, 

with my beloved Nancy. 

Thus 2 build Caſtles in the Air, 
this 1» the fruit of fancy : 


My thonghts mount high above the sky, 


Df none J tand in aw, 
Although my body here doth lye 
upon a pad of ſtraw. ; 


J was as good a harmleſs pouth 
befoze bafe Cupid caught me, 


Oz his own Bother with her charms, 


into this charge hath bzought me, 
Stript and whipt now muff I be, 
in Bedlam bound in chains, 
Good people now vou all may ſee 

What love hath foz his pains, 


When J was young as ofhers are, 
with gallants J did flour'th, 

O then J was the pꝛopzeſt Lad, 

« that was in all the var iſſ 


The Bzacelets which J us'd to wear, 


about my arms fo tender, 
Are turned into Jron plates 
about my body flender. 


My ſilken ſuits do now decay, 
my cups of gold are vaniſhd, 


And all my friends do wear away, 


as J from tyem were baniſhed : 
My lilber cups are turn d to earth, 
I'm jeer d of every clown, 
A was a better man by birth) 
till Foztune caſt me down. 


J'm out of frame and temper too. 


though J am ſomewhat chcartul, 


O this can love and fancy do, 
if that pon be not carcful. 

O ſet a watch befoze pour epcs, 
leaſt they betray pour heart, 
And make you flaves to vanities 

to ac a mad mans part. 


Declare this to each Pothers Don, 
unto each honeff Kad, 

Let them not do as J have done, 
leatt they like me grow mad. 

If Cupid ffrike be ſare of this, 
let reaſon rule affection, 

Do ſhalf' thou never do amiſs, 
by reaſons good direction. 


I have no mo2e to ſay to you, 
my Keepers now do chide me, 
Now I muſt bid you all avieu, 
God knows what will betide me, 
To picking ffrairs now muff J go, 
my time in Bedlam ſpending, 


Good folks you pour beginning know * 


buf da not Fro your ending. 
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